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divinest gifts, sings the praise of Chaos, what shall we say
of him!
David, King of Judah, a soul inspired by divine music
and much other heroism, was wont to pour himself in song;
he, with seer's eye and heart, discerned the Godlike amid
the Human; struck tones that were an echo of the sphere-
harmonies, and are still felt to be such. Reader, art thou
one of a thousand, able still to read a Psalm of David, and
catch some echo of it through the old dim centuries; feeling
far off, in thy own heart, what it once was to other hearts
made as thine ? To sing it attempt not, for it is impossible
in this late time; only know that it once was sung. Then
go to the Opera, and hear, with unspeakable reflections,
what things men now sing!
Of the Haymarket Opera, my account, in fine, is this.
Lustres, candelabras, painting, gilding at discretion; a hall
as of the Caliph Alraschid, or him that commanded the
slaves of the Lamp; a hall as if fitted-up by the genii,
regardless of expense. Upholstery, and the outlay of human
capital, could do no more. Artists, too, as they are called,
have been got together from the ends of the world, regard-
less likewise of expense, to do dancing and singing, some
of them even geniuses in their craft. One singer in par-
ticular, called Coletti or some such name, seemed to me,
by the cast of his face, by the tones of his voice, by his
general bearing, so far as I could read it, to be a man of
deep and ardent sensibilities, of delicate intuitions, just
sympathies; originally an almost poetic soul, or man of
tj as we term it; stamped by Nature as capable of far

